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BONAGGIUNTA URBICIANI, DA LUCCA

I.  CANZONE
Of the True End of Love; with a Prayer to M$ Lady

NEVER was joy or good that did not soothe

And beget glorying,

Neither a glorying without perfect love.
Wherefore, if one would compass of a truth

The flight of his soul's wing,
To bear a loving heart must him behove.
Since from the flower man still expects the fruit.
And, out of love, that he desireth;

Seeing that by good faith

Alone hath love its comfort and its joy ;               10

For, suffering falsehood, love were at the root
Dead of all worth, which living must aspire ;

Nor could it breed desire
If its reward were less than its annoy.

Even such the joy, the triumph, and pleasaunce,

Whose issue honour is,

And grace, and the most delicate teaching sent
To amorous knowledge, its inheritance ;

Because Love's properties

Alter not by a true accomplishment;                     20

But it were scarcely well if one should gain,
Without much pain so great a blessedness ;

He errs, when all things bless,
Whose heart had else been humbled to implore.
He gets not joy who gives no joy again ;
Nor can win love whose love hath little scope ;

Nor fully can know hope
Who leaves not of the thing most languished for.

Wherefore his choice must err immeasurably

Who seeks the image when                          30

He might behold the thing substantial.
I at the noon have seen dark night to be,

Against earth's natural plan,
And what was good to worst abasement fall.